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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first Zep slash. Hope you\'ll enjoy reding it. 


Warm rays of the sun landed softly on his eyelids. He opened his eyes slowly, to the sight of the sleeping form 
of his best friend next to him. What a beautiful way to begin this morning! His lips curled into a smile and he 
glanced at the alarm clock. It was half-past seven. He turned his eyes to the man sleeping next to him. How 


peaceful he looked, lost in his dreams. He got out of the bed and headed to the bathroom. His friend laid in bed, 


sleeping soundly. 


He came back after a short while. He was feeling ecstatic, he had been since he woke up, but didn't know why. 
It was the moment of sheer delight. He chuckled as he scratched his head, messed up in raven-black hair. 


He just didn't feel like to start for the day's work He felt like staying in bed for longer, though he wasn't 
sleepy. He didn't want to pick up his guitar today. All he wanted was to hold his favorite bandmate in his arms, 


who was still sleeping. 


He climbed into the bed,adjusted his pillow so that he could sit beside his sleeping partner while leaning against 
it. At last, he set his gaze on the face of the blonde man. His heart fluttered, his stomach tied up in a knot, 
his green eyes widened, astonished at the beauty of the sleeping man. Robert looked so beautiful, so angelic, so 


innocent when he was asleep, even more than when he was awake. Jimmy's heart pounded, achingly fast. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
Hi, A'm back! 


Jimmy did what he wanted to do. He wrapped his pale, bony arms around Robert, pulling him closer gently, so 
as not to wake him up. He swept his black curls away from his eyes, which were blocking his view from his 


friend's breathtaking face. 


His emerald eyes resumed to scan the singer's features even more carefully. Everything about his face was 
perfect, his plush eyelashes over his deep blue eyes seemed like a blanket which lulled him to sleep. His nose 
looked as if it was broken off from a Roman sculpture and placed on his face. Jimmy leaned in and tenderly 
kissed the tip of Robert's nose. As he pulled back, he noticed the corners of Robert's lips curving into a little 
smile. Jimmy's lips did the same. "What's he dreaming about?" He thought. He wondered if it was about him. 


His eyes rested on the blonde singer's lips. Those sweet, strawberry-red lips gave out those onstage moans, 


which would make the guitarist tingle inside. How he longed the taste of those lips. 


The guitarist looked at Robert's pillow. Beautiful waves of gold spread over it. Jimmy leaned in again to bury 
his face into Robert's curls. He took in the mesmerizing scent of his best friend The scent seemed to have 
come from the woods, so fresh. After nuzzling in his hair for a while, Jimmy pulled himself to look at his 


partner. 


Robert was still asleep, snoring gently. Jimmy wanted to remain lost in this moment, forever. He realized again 
how deeply, madly, helplessly and vulnerably he was in love with his best friend. his heart would start aching 
whenever he thought of it. He often wondered if the beautiful blonde man ever felt the same about Jimmy. 
Hardly a minute had passed when Jimmy longed for his friend's irresistible scent. A sudden surge of emotion 


compelled to pull his partner even closer. 


His face was again buried in those exquisite golden locks. Oh, how he loved the smelll One of his arms were 
wrapped around the other man's head, pulling it towards his bony chest. His slender fingers twirled with a lock 
of gold. He liked to picture the strands of hair as the strings of his Telecaster. Jimmy was in the heavens, in 
bliss. He closed his eyes as he pulled his partner gently, wrapping his arms around Robert's waist and neck 


more tightly. The blonde Robert now belonged to Jimmy, and Jimmy only. 


Three 


Author's Notes: 
Hi, this is the third chapter. Hope you like it! 


The singer had gone skiing in Switzerland more than three weeks from now, where he injured himself. Then, he 
was admitted at a local hospital for primary treatment. However, he wanted to stay close to his friends, so he 
was flown to the UK for further treatment. Jonesy had informed Jimmy of the accident over the phone. His 
heart poured out in tears just after he put down the receiver. He was overwhelmed by the fear of losing 
Robert, whom he loved dearly. He knew that, but what he didn't know was Jimmy's love for him was more 
than a brotherly love. After sobbing for a while, Page rushed to the nearby hospital where his best friend 
was admitted. His eyes welled up when he saw Robert lying in bed. 

"Are you all right, love?" He asked in a deep voice, fighting back his tears, stooping next to the singer. 


‘Im fine, Jimmy. God, you look scared to death! I'm gonna be OK, I'll be able to walk again. | just had an 


operation a few days ago, there's nothing to worry about” The singer laughed looking at Jimmy's anxious face. 
"Damn, | missed you. | was really scared." Jimmy laughed nervously, taking Robert's hand in his. 

"| thought you weren't scared of shit. You live in haunted houses, don't you?" 

"Oh, Percy, stop it!" 


Jimmy couldn't help but grin as he saw his best friend giggle like a little girl. Sometimes it felt annoying, but he 
loved it when Robert giggled in the silliest way. 


The singer was released from the hospital just the day before, that was when he requested Jimmy to do 


something. 

"Pagey?" 

"Yeah?" The guitarist lifted his eyes from a magazine to meet Robert's. 
"Can you do me a favor?" 

"Sure, why not?" 


There was a brief moment of silence. 


"What is it?" Jimmy asked him, his green eyes lit with curiosity. 

"You know that l'm going to be released today." Robert paused. 

"Yeah, go on" 

"Can | stay at your place, tonight?" He locked his deep blue eyes with Jimmy's. 

"Sure, matel" Jimmy strolled to his bed, "Ill get you something to eat." He tossed his friend's hair, chuckling. 


Jimmy shut the door behind him. He closed his eyes and placed a pale hand on his heart. It was throbbing 
extremely fast. He started to feel dizzy, he grasped the door knob for support. A lump gathered in his throat, 
he felt extremely thirsty. This had never happened before. His blonde friend had hung out with him at his 
place for countless times, but never spent a night there. He went to the cafeteria and drank a glass of water. 
He remembered to buy some food for Robert, so he bought a sandwich and went back to Robert's cabin. 


Robert was always an early sleeper, he went to bed by ten o'clock. He slept in the room next to Jimmy's. 
Jimmy was working on a new riff, and began to yawn by twelve. Just before heading to his bedroom, he 
thought he would check on Robert. He saw the singer lying on the bed flat, with a book opened on his chest. He 
probably fell asleep reading it. Jimmy picked the book up, the title read "The Hobbit". This made him chuckle. 
Robert loved reading Tolkien stuff and often discussed mythological stories with him. He loved it, the way his 
face lit up when he talked about his interests. Jimmy put the book down on the bed-side desk. 


His eyes turned to look at his sleeping friend. His heart fluttered as he realized the blonde looked more 
beautiful, beautiful than ever when he was asleep. His jaws dropped, his body started feeling strange, in the 
same way after that conversation he had with Robert earlier in the day. 


Jimmy slowly sat next to him. He lovingly caressed the blonde's face and hair. He never saw anything as 
beautiful. Robert suddenly shifted to the side where he was sitting, making the brunette worried. After he 


resumed snoring, Jimmy gave a sigh of relief. 


A strong attraction force made the guitarist unwilling to go to his own room. He wanted to lay beside his 
friend, for the first time in his life. Jimmy climbed into the bed after cutting out the table-lamp, and snuggled 
up to the lead vocalist of Led Zeppelin, the band he formed. 


Four 


Author's Notes: 
Most stuff in this chapter is imaginary, but | loosely based their first meeting on facts and interviews. Enjoy! 


Jimmy still remembered clearly the first time he met Robert, as if it happened yesterday. He had just quit 
The Yardbirds, and wanted to form The New Yardbirds, which he would later name Led Zeppelin. 


He'd already got a bassist named John Paul Jones. They had known each other since they both were session 
players. The dark-haired guitarist was looking for two pieces that would complete the puzzle - a drummer and 


a singer. 


One day, one of his friends informed him about a drummer he had seen playing in a pub, "His friend's a singer. 


| think they're quite promising. Why don't you check'em out?" 


Jimmy kept his friend's word and visited the said pub. He was not disappointed, they were the right people he 
was looking for. After the show, he went backstage to meet the two men who impressed him. 


"Hi, Im Jimmy Page." He held out a hand to the drummer, who was fixing his drums. 

The drummer looked up and saw a tall, slight, dark-haired man holding out a pale hand and smiling. 

"Oh, you're Jimmy Page? I'm John Bonham." He took the other man's hand and shook firmly. 

"Did you like our show?" John asked. 

"Yeah, it was amazing!" 

"So, how can | help you? I'm very pleased to meet someone from The Yardbirds, by the way." 

"Thank you," Jimmy grinned, "where's the kid who was singing with you?" He looked around to find him. 

At that moment, a tall, blonde-haired, handsome man entered the room. Jimmy turned around to look. The 
handsome man stopped at the doorway, taking some time to recognize the familiar face, a face he'd seen in 
the papers. 


"You're from The Yardbirds, right?" The handsome man's face lit up as he asked Jimmy in a friendly tone. 


"Yeah. Hello, lm Jimmy Page." He held out a hand. 


"Well, how do you do, mate?" The stranger hugged him instead. Jimmy smelled his hair, it was as fresh as the 


sea breeze, "l'm a little someone called Robert Plant." The man parted and giggled. 
"You were quite amazing back there."Jimmy said. 


"Well, | don't stay in a band for too long. You might not find me here after a while.” Robert replied wistfully, 
scratching his golden head. 


"He's a good singer, ain't he?" Bonham broke in 
The time when Robert entered the small platform, Jimmy thought some Prince Charming from a fairy tale 
book was in front of him. He couldn't fathom why a man with such an outstanding voice hadn't become a big 


name yet. He must be impossible to work with, or he might have a personality disorder. Jimmy thought he 
would give this friendly kid and his drummer buddy a try. 


"Um.. You lads probably know I've quit The Yardbirds," the guitarist paused and gave the others a questioning 
look. 


"Carry on, we know it" Bonham said. 

Jimmy continued, "I'm trying to set up a new band, was thinking if you blokes would join me." 

His green eyes gleamed, curiously waiting for some kind of anticipated response. They really had blown his mind. 
The silence seemed to last for hours before the blonde-haired man screamed in delight. He shook Bonham by 
grasping his shoulders, "Can you fucking believe it?" Now the drummer roared out loud with pride and hugged 


Plant. 


After they parted, Robert turned back to look at his new bandmate, who was grinning at them. He strode to 


Jimmy for a warm hug. 
"Thanks, mate," he patted on the brunette's back, "I really appreciate it" 


Jimmy inhaled the scent of his new bandmate again. He received another hug afterwards from Bonham. He'd 


already started to like them. 


Jimmy took the time to know Robert, to clear his doubts about the blonde, if he really had some kind of 
personality disorder. He couldn't find any problem with Robert. 


Five 


Shortly after changing the band's name from The New Yardbirds to Led Zeppelin, they released their first 
studio album. Jimmy was pretty satisfied with the outcome, but things took a weird turn after doing some 
gigs. He realized that Robert was the hell of a frontman. The way he swayed his hips, scream and moan would 
sometimes make it extremely difficult for Jimmy to focus on his playing. Jimmy would shrug that off by not 
looking at the singer. 


Time passed by, and Jimmy discovered how good Robert was at writing songs. He and Robert began to spend 
more time together writing songs, most of the material for Led Zeppelin Ill were written by them. It was a 
turning point in Jimmy's life. He got to know Robert better, and found it pleasing to spend time with him. There 
was an attraction that pulled the dark-haired guitarist to his blonde friend, he hung out with Robert every 
day. A day without seeing him would make Jimmy feel empty. 


They shared all of their thoughts, no matter how obscene, with each other. Many people thought of Jimmy as 
a mysterious person, but the quiet guitarist got out of his shell whenever he was with his best friend. 


However, things changed when they began touring in the early 10's. The blonde singer started wearing 
extremely tight jeans, which looked as if they were a layer of his skin, also with unbuttoned vests. His guitarist 


friend's jaws almost dropped when he first showed Jimmy his new look 

"Whaddaya think of it, Pagey?" He smirked 

"What?" The guitarist asked quietly, coming out from a trance. 

"How do | look?" 

"Oh, yeah. You're gonna gain a lot of attention, Percy” Jimmy smiled nervously, looking at the bare chest 


After that concert tour, Jimmy was certain he was in love with Robert Plant. He couldn't find anyone better 
to love, it was him. Jimmy's insides tingled whenever he pictured Robert alone in a room. This had never 
happened before. He couldn't understand why his palms would start perspiring whenever he was in a room with 


Percy. The feeling was inexplicable. 


Day by day, his love for his bandmate grew stronger. He pretended to be the same Jimmy Page around him. 
He tried to hide it from everyone, even from himself. IT was painful, almost excruciating, but he had to do it, 
for his own benefit. The truth might drive Robert away from him, and death was a thousand times better 
than estrangement. He could love him secretly, without anybody finding out. 


He couldn't stop loving his best friend, now his secret passion. He dedicated his whole heart to Robert, without 
him even knowing about it. Every time they hugged, or pecked at each other's cheek, Jimmy's insides seemed 
to explode, but he maintained it with excellent composure. He never loved anyone else this badly, the endless 


parade of groupies was nothing to him; they only gave him sexual comfort, but Robert meant everything to 
him. 


He loved everything about Percy. He would often wonder how a man like him, who was interested in dark, 
mystic things fall head over heels with another man who would love to be exposed to all the light, all the joy, 
all the love that existed in this world; let alone befriend him? It was like ying and yang. However stark the 
contrast was, he couldn't imagine life without Plant. He was the best thing Page had ever known. 


Another thought disturbed him. He was interested in the occult, lived in spooky houses owned by occultists, he 
wasn't scared of shit, then why was he so scared to confide in to Robert? Why wasn't he able to tell what he 
truly felt about his best friend? Why wouldn't he confess to him? It was his greatest, if not his only, fear. It 
scared him to death to think his best friend would leave him if he let the truth out. The fear exhausted him, 
he knew this pain would never be healed if he kept the truth away from Robert, it would kill him, or make him 
insane; it had to be ended by letting him know. Jimmy grew numb to it. That's why he chose today, today he 
would let his deepest secret out, come what may. He had outgrown his fear, he felt proud. This feeling had 


made him feel exhilarated since he woke up. 


However, before choosing today to let it all out, three incidents had left a permanent mark in Jimmy's 


memory. He almost gave in three times before today. 


Six 


The first incident occurred during a sunny morning in Jimmy's lawn, where he and Robert were sitting beside 
the lake, playing and singing. The blonde and brunette were laughing merrily, throwing jokes at each other now 
and then At one point Jimmy was tuning his acoustic guitar when Robert abruptly laid his head on his lap. 

Jimmy missed a heartbeat, he did not see it coming. He gasped, butterflies squirmed in his stomach, his heart 


raced faster than the fastest human on Earth, his erection throbbed. 
"Play me something love." Plant giggled. 


Jimmy felt all his energy drained from his body, he was as hard as a rock. In a trance, he managed to play a 
tune, but there was nothing in his head except the fact that his love was lying on his lap. 


"Hmmm, | like it" Hammed Robert. 


Percy commenced to sing something, but all the raven-haired guitarist felt was his voice and his head on his 
lap. He closed his eyes and listened to Robert, while moving his fingers. He loved his friend's voice dearly, it was 
one of the countless reasons why he loved Robert. So soft, so soothing, yet hauntingly beautiful. Listening to 
"Stairway to Heaven", "Kashmir", “Battle of Evermore" and many of their melodious songs always gave him 


chills, because of the wonderful effect created by the voice of the man he truly loved. 


When Robert finished singing, he abruptly sat up, just like he laid down on Jimmy's lap. He looked at Jimmy and 
started to laugh out loud 


"You've done a wonderful job, Mr. Page.” He complimented his friend in a fake New York accent. 


Jimmy could do nothing but blush. He strongly wanted to pull his golden love into his arms and kiss him 
hungrily. He fought his desire, tried really hard to hold himself back. As a result, tears threatened to spill out 


from his emerald eyes. 


eR 


The second incident occurred during one of their tours to America, they were in Miami. It was an off day, 
they just had played at a rigorous concert the night before. Their plan was to stay at their hotel rooms and 
get as much rest as they could. It was a hot summer day, the sun beat down mercilessly. Jimmy was 
watching the television in his boxers and a T-shirt, drenched in sweat. He missed his best friend, he hadn't 
seen him since breakfast. He decided to go over to his room to have a little chat, he knew he would feel eerie 


inside, but who cared? 


He switched the TV off and went over to the next room. He didn't knock the door, he never did when he knew 


there was Robert inside. He opened the door, was about to say something, but stood frozen in the doorway. 


Robert was smoking a joint, watching TV, sitting on his bed with his legs spread. However, he was completely 
naked, his magnificent body glistened in sweat. This was the first time the guitarist got a full view of his love's 
nakedness. Jimmy thought, the other person at that moment was the most erotically gorgeous thing he ever 
set his eyes on. He was about to pass out when Robert teased, 


"How long will you be stupefied by my nudity? Move that bloody arse, Page!" 

"Fucking hell, Percy! Put something on, for fuck's sake!" Jimmy scolded him, although he wanted Plant to stay 
like that. He had a very strong urge to jump on the other's body and do all the crazy things he wanted to do 
all this time, since he fell in love with the singer. 


"Don't. Please, don't" He whispered to himself. 


Pretending to be disgusted, he slammed the door behind him. Robert's naked beauty was too much for him to 
take in, he needed to be distracted. He headed back to his room. 


"You're no fun, Jimmy!" Robert yelled. 

He ignored it. He picked up a guitar and started playing to keep his mind off of what he saw moments ago. It 
was of no use. His heart raced like a train, he panted loudly and heavily, even though he wasn't doing any 
strenuous work. He felt like going back to Robert's room, pinning him down in his bed and making hot, passionate 
love to him. 

"Why are you so bloody gorgeous, Robert?" He whispered before he ended up masturbating himself. 


eR 


The third and final incident occurred right after a concert, backstage. They were having an argument and it 


was getting quiet heated. He couldn't remember what they were quarreling about, but clearly remembered the 


aftermath of it. 
"Oh, shut up, James!" Robert snapped at Jimmy, adding more heat to the argument. 


"How many times do | have to tell ya not to fucking call me that!" The quiet guitarist was now at the top of 
his lungs. 


The singer pushed the other against the wall by grasping his frail shoulders. 


"So what do you want me to call you?" He asked coldly while staring hard into Jimmy's eyes, "Your Highress, 
Your Majesty, Your Excellency, Your Arseholeness.." 


Beads of sweat rolled down from the guitarists temples, his cheeks turned into different shades of pink, his 
pupils dilated, his heart throbbed painfully against his ribs; he felt it would break his ribcage, tear his flesh and 


skin and drop on the floor any second. His hands almost moved from their places. Shivers went down his spine, 
his body ached terribly. The only way to ease that pain was to pull the other man's face towards his, and 
delve into a long, passionate kiss. The gap between them decreased as Robert continued to list all kinds of 


nicknames he knew. 


Sensing his friend's awkward reaction, Robert let go of Jimmy and started giggling, "| scared the shit out of 
you!" 


The guitarist gasped for air, he could breath now. Robert really could joke in these situations, he really could 


turn an almost-furious fight into ice. That made Jimmy love him more. 


eR 


The dark-haired guitarist often pondered upon their differences. Although surrounded by groupies during 
tours, he lived a lonely private life, while Robert had a family of his own. The brunette would always be afraid 
of loving someone wholeheartedly, for he preferred to be alone, loneliness gave him a sense of security. It 
resulted in pushing his love interests away. However, it was completely different with Robert. He never 
dreamed of letting Percy go, but was scared if it would happened the other way. He decided to let the secret 
out to his friend, just to tell him how much Jimmy cares about him, he had prepared himself mentally for it. 


He had never loved anyone so much. 


Seven 


Robert opened his eyes, but he couldn't see anything. He felt his head gently pressed to someone's chest. Was 
it Maureen, his wife? No, she didn't smell like that. The scent was rather husky, but pleasant. He tried to shift 


to the other side, but in vain because he was engaged in a warm, but strong embrace. 


Jimmy felt Robert move and quickly lifted his head from his golden mane. He released Robert from his arms, 
just to find him staring at the guitarist. How long had he been daydreaming? He glanced at the table clock, it 


was already nine. 


"Oh, Robert, you're awake. I'd better go make your breakfast." Jimmy mumbled as he proceeded to roll off of 
the bed. 


Robert fixed his eyes on the guitarist, still remaining silent. As he was about to get up on his feet, the 
brunette turned his head when he heard Robert giggle. 


"You love me a lot, don't you?" 
There was a moment's silence before the brunette spoke up, 
"Yes, | love you very much." He replied almost in a whisper. 


Jimmy looked deep into Robert's blue eyes, which were as blue as the ocean. The frail body began to ache 
again, like it did several times before. He couldn't hold it back anymore, he didn't have the strength. It had to 
be today or never. He leaned towards the singer slowly, to taste his lips for the first time in his life. Jimmy 
kissed the blonde tenderly, while Robert caressed his pale cheeks, which were now in a bright shade of pink. 


After a short while, the two men parted their lips. Their eyes interlocked with each other. Jimmy licked his 
own lips, trying to get more of that wonderful flavor. A heavy stone was lifted from his heart, at last. 
Robert's lips seemed to taste more amazing than any other fruit Jimmy had ever tasted. The guitarist was 
now sitting straight. 


"I know it, babe. | knew it all along. | just didn't know how to break it to you." Robert chuckled, 
"You never called me babel” Jimmy broke into a sob. 


A surge of adrenaline in his body made the guitarist straddle Robert, wrap his arms as tightly as he could 
around the other's waist, and delve his rosy lips into his lover's. Tears still kept flowing from his green eyes. 
The singer raked his fingers through the dark curls of his lover. The brunette felt the warm tears trickling 
from his lover's blue eyes. That made him wrap his arms around Robert's waist tighter. Their tongues were 
playing with each other, twisting and turning, taking in and giving out the heat of passion at the same time. The 
pair felt frustrated for letting themselves be deprived of this for so long. How could they be so foolish? They 


both wanted to stay in this moment forever, even if it were a dream. 


Life couldn't be more beautiful. 


